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Mark Rozema
The Mo
are up with the sun 
to pitch hay and milk the goats. 
A young girl at the gate, 
watching. She is there 
every morning, and the monks 
are so silent, so strong 
and supple beneath their robes. 
One monk with a red beard, 
eyes as green as new grass, 
invites her into the chapel 
to pray, but she will not go 
because she knows 
Catholics are in the palm 
of Satan’s hand.
One night she climbs 
over the fence, sneaks 
into the chapel and prays 
anyway. She stares 
at the carved Christ, 
thin as a skeleton.
He seems so real.
Even the blood 
seem s real, carved 
dripping from his feet 
like water dripping 
from a faucet...
